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as their editor remarked, 'written apparently on the spot,
and during the red-hot glow of appreciation.' His method
of record was to annotate, with compressed observations, a
printed copy of the play. Dealing with Macbeth, his intro-
ductory sentence, " Of Lady Macbeth there is not a great
deal in this play, but the wonderful genius of Mrs. Siddons
makes it the whole," is a chapter in itself. In the banquet
scene, at the dispersion of the guests, Professor Bell noted
that she " Descends in great eagerness; voice almost choked
with anxiety to prevent their questioning; alarm, hurry, rapid
and convulsive as if afraid Macbeth should tell of the murder
of Duncan." In support of his initial avouchment that a great
player adds very much even to Shakespeare, Mr. Bell noted
how the flagging of Lady Macbeth's spirit, 'the melancholy
and dismal blank beginning to steal' upon her were more
the creation of Mrs. Siddons than of Shakespeare. These
manifestations commenced after the dismissal of the guests
in her two lines,

"Almost at odds with morning, which is which,"

which she made ' Very sorrowful.    Quite exhausted,' and

"Yoti lack the season of all natures, sleep,"

which she made 'feeble now, and as if preparing for her last
sickness and final doom.'

Naturally, and as we learn from all reporters, Mrs. Siddons
reserved the profoundest impression of all for the sleep-walking
scene. She has described her preparatory concentration, and
how, when she sat in her Drury Lane dressing-room, striving
to abstract herself from trivial surroundings, {Sheridan came
knocking, and would not be refused, because he wanted to
tell her she would spoil everything if she insisted on setting
down the candlestick, an action contrary to tradition and the
custom of the deceased Mrs. Pritchard. But ' A bas la
tradition!' was as much the rule of Mrs. Siddons as of the
other Madame Sarah, and so the candlestick was set down
that she might the better (to use her own words) 'act over
again the accumulated horrors of her whole conduct,3 and the
house was enraptured, and Sheridan converted. We know, Georges Bourdon.
